MAGDONALD (who has jotted them down) : Yes.

FLORENCE : See if you can get any more slippers.
Warm ones. Plenty, A thousand pairs if you can.

MAGDONALD : Yes. ... Is that all ?
[He hurries away.

Almost before he is out of the room  FLORENCE
has turned to the next business.

FLORENCE : Now, Nurse Bates.

NURSE BATES : You sent for me3 ma'am ?

FLORENCE : Yes. Sit down. You know our rules,
don't you ?

NURSE B. : (brightly) : Oh yes, of course, ma'am,

FLORENCE : You know we're all forbidden to
communicate with newspapers.

NURSE B. (uneasily] : Oh, yes, of course, ma'am.

FLORENCE : Have you written anything that has
appeared in the newspapers ?

NURSE B. : Oh, no, ma'am.

FLORENCE : Nothing whatever ?
NURSE B. : Oh, no, ma'am.

FLORENCE : I see. . . . You work in wards A, C,
E, and G, don't you ?

NURSE B. : Yes,-ma'am.

FLORENCE : Have you ever known anyone die of
starvation in this hospital ?

NURSE B. (cringing) : No, ma'am.

FLORENCE : Or of neglect or lack of medical
attention ?

[ The girl is silent.
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